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Gingerbread from Chernobyl 


Author's Notes: 

| was surfing around Tumblr, and | find a lot of nice Christmas prompt and phrases :) 

You know, | will destroy your life with these two jerks. 

As always, if you like my work, leave a comment and let me know it! 

Chapter | of 2. | decided to split it. At first, | wanted to write a 500 words one shot, but.. lol. That's what 


came out. 


Ah, Christmas madness. 


Furious people running in circles, looking for the perfect gift at the best price. Every single store was the 
battlefield of glorious soldiers, armed with wallets and ready to get through everyone, in order to buy the last, 
incredibly beautiful food processor. The shoeshine which costed just 29,99 dollars has an unbelievable appeal. 


Duff McKagan was the pot of gold of a cheesy, insane retailer. He was just walking down the streets, ready to 
relax after a long, exhausting tour leg, and he popped out. That guy started talking like a broken machine gun: 


he murmured something about Christmas generosity, friendship, cakes and aliens. One second later, Duff had in 


his hands a box filled with decorations he knew nothing about. 


"Oh, dear, you must give me just fifty bucks! C'mon, its the best deal ever!" 
Duff couldn't do anything, except paying the price of his misfortune. 


When he came home, he opened the infamous box. Too many things to hang up. So, he decided to invite 


Sebastian and, later, he also called Axl. 


"Man, could you please repeat why am | supposed to hang up these horrible decorations?" 

Sebastian has always been an honest guy. Sometimes, even too much. 

"Oh, c'mon! This Santa plush just had a stroke." He added, unwrapping a plush that looked like him, drunk and 
been awake for three days straight. 


"Shut up, dude! It's amazing, don't be rude. | love these decorations." 
"You have a pretty bad tastel It looks like you bought them with your eyes closed” 


Nah. He was just too pure for this world, too pure to say "Fuck, no" to a random guy met in the street. 


"Be useful and put it over the chimney, with the other plushies." He ordered. In the meantime, he was having a 
terrible moment with the Christmas lights, as someone knotted them together in purpose. 


"As you wish, Captain!" Sebastian replied, with a smile coloring his face. Looking at the bassist, fighting with 
those flashing cables, was purely entertaining. 
Axl, in the meantime, watched the scene in silence. Admiring that jumble between the love of his life and his 


dearest friend, warmed his heart with the same sweetness as a good hot chocolate on a winter day. 


And that was exactly what he needed at that time. 
The constant exchange of jokes between the two almost gave him a headache. They were able to unleash their 


endless repertoire of squalor in a Christmas sauce that, anyways, made him laugh. 


"The plushies are crooked." He highlighted as he looked at Sebastian's work. 
"You should fix them, then! But you're too small” 

Hit and sunk. 

Axl shook his head, hinting a smile, and approached the bassist. 


"Do you want me to do something, or should | stay here listening to your craziness for a long time?" 
Duff looked at Sebastian, then looked at the singer, and smiled again. He had a task suitable for him, right. 


"Take these garlands and arrange them around the tree." 
Those garlands were wonderful, and in their extremely bright colors, they would have created a perfect 
contrast for a perfect Christmas tree. 


It was the last detail to add, before the Christmas star. Little balls were hanging up the branches, next to 


small animals, snowmen and gift boxes. 


At least, that guy offered him some nice stuff. 


"Yeah, | will. But you should prepare hot chocolate and cookies for us." Axl proposed, and Duff moved to the 
kitchen 


Sebastian grabbed a garland and slid it on his boyfriend's shoulder, laughing. 


"You know, you should stay on that tree instead of the star." 


Idiot. Romantic, cuddly over all limits. nothing of new, at all. 


Sebastian grabbed the garland, as it was an extension of Axl's body, and deleted the distances between them. 


He was ready to give him a kiss. 


Axl had never approached the subject with Duff. He hoped that the bassist would have understood the depth 
of his relationship with Baz, but the opportunity to talk about it had always failed. 
The last time, Axl was ready to share their love with him. But suddenly, a drunk and screaming creature 


appeared, and collapsed on the floor. They had to take care of Slash for the whole night. 


Duff returned to the living room with a tray covered with gingerbread men. The sweet smell was cutting 
through air, and arrived directly to them even before Duff. 
Sebastian walked away from Axl in a sudden move, pretending that nothing had really happened. 


"I hope you do not want to wear it in concert." Duff murmured, looking at the sparkly decoration hanging down 


his singer's shoulders. 


"| could leave you with the benefit of the doubt! And. please, be honest. Did those gingerbread men escape 
from Chernobyl?" The smell was amazing, but they looked really.. strange, even worse than the infamous Santa 
Claus plushie. Sebastian took one of them, decapitating it in one bite. 

‘Chernobyl has a good taste." He said, spitting out some crumbs. 


The hours slipped away as if all of them were trapped on the stage, or in the recording room. Duff's presence 
created a wall between the two. They were too scared by the idea of being discovered, even though they had 
an incredible bond with the bassist. He was like a.. well, a father, a mother, and a brother. 

During that afternoon, they had to confine themselves. The kisses were substituted by the imperceptible 
touches of their hands, while they were working on the tree; and every gaze was as powerful as an entire 
night of pure love, passion vibrating underneath their skin. 

They would have dined with Duff. A delicious chicken of half a pound was waiting for them, slowly grilling in the 
oven. Oh, that gravy, mixed with the flavor of the spiced potatoes.. a wet dream coming true. That was the 
only reason why Sebastian was continuing to follow the orders of the top sergeant McKagan. 


Exhausted, they collapsed on the sofa, Axl's head resting over his lover's shoulder. 


"What do you think you can do? There is still the mistletoe to hang up." 


A long shudder shook Sebastian's spine, and Axl did not seem to react differently. They had spent their first 
year of relationship loving each other every single day in a different city. They never reached the warmth of 
something similar to a house. Hotel rooms filled with expensive furniture were nothing, compared to a modest, 
little home, filled with love. 

Oh.. and the tour bus was a pure joke. They had to kiss under a blanket, while everyone else was sleeping. But 


that's another story. 


The sense of guilt toward a dear friend, who had been careful to invite them to spend a pleasant day of relax, 
began to burn into their chest. 

It was the first time they were all together, with no booze and drugs running through their veins, destroying 
their lives. 

The idea of drinking something different from a hot chocolate, or a coffee, didn't even pop out in their minds. 
"Oh, okay. | will do it. But you should check the chicken, because if it burns.. I'll cut your hair while you're 
sleeping, my dear." 


Sebastian was not joking. 


Nordic tradition 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter 2/2! | hope that you will like this :) 


I'm done with fluff content, though. POrn incoming for you girls! 


Duff disappeared again in the kitchen. Their dinner didn't look like it anymore. Killed by fire. Maybe the whole 
room was eaten by the blazes, starting from the oven, as if some Christmas spirit had wished to take 


revenge for the bad taste he had shown, having those horrible puppets over the fireplace. What a nightmare! 


"Come on, help me.." Sebastian whispered before lifting from the couch and opening the front door. 

The frosty evening wind stormed in their direction, and a long shiver ran down his spine. 

Sebastian swung his arm around Axl's neck, before hanging the mistletoe over the door. 

"Usually, lovers kiss when they are under the mistletoe. Don't tell me you didn't know it!" 

His amber irises were looking for the brightness of the beloved's emeralds, but they were covered by a veil 
of worry, which made Sebastian's breath dry in his throat. 

"I know," Axl said, shuddering as he held his arms around Sebastian's waist. "But you should remember that 
you chose to live a secret relationship, and Duff will come back in a few moments." 

"This doesn't mean that you can't kiss me, my King. Also, the mistletoe is important, in Nordic tradition. | hope 
that you don't want to disrespect my ancestors..." 

Every excuse was good to enjoy the fullness of Axl's silk lips pressed against his hungry mouth. 

Meanwhile, strange sounds came from the kitchen. The poor chicken had a tanning treatment for too long, and 
its juicy skin had turned into a shriveled, black field. Any attempt to save it was unnecessary. With his head 
lowered down, he had to empty the whole content of the baking tray in the trash bin. He produced enough 
noise to wake up an entire pluton of soldiers, but Axl and Baz didn't hear anything... 

"Well, maybe they fall asleep ." he thought, walking silently toward the room. 

He saw the two figures, facing each other, joined by a bond he had ever seen with his own eyes. 

They seemed to have come out of an ancient novel, which narrated a love that could destroy the soul, give it 
a new life. Give happiness to a miserable, foolish human being. 

Sebastian leaned forward, his lips creaking around Axl's. His arms were tight around his shoulders. He was 
clinging to Baz.. or he was obliging him to lower down even more. Duff noticed he was on tiptoe. 

They both had eyes closed, and their lips were reverberating in an audible tune. They were filled with a 
sweetness out of the ordinary. 

| hope you're happy now, babe.. and let me go now, Duff is no longer making any noise." 

Axl remarked, alarmingly as he slowly moved his face away from his lover. 

Sebastian did not listen to him and, giggling, left him a couple of other popping kisses on his lips, tip of his nose 
and cheeks. 


"Oh, it seems like I'm in love with a vacuum cleaner." Axl complained, then flaunted once again on that 


voluptuous mouth, and stole another kiss. 


"Another one." Seb whispered, grabbing his hips. He was extremely possessive, like he always need to protect 
his little one. Anytime, in every place, he felt like someone was ready to take him away. 


"Mhmhm.." Axl murmured, before suing his request and diving again in that tide of sweetness. 


Duff blinked. Not one, not two, but at least a dozen times. And he rubbed his eyes almost as if he wanted to 
erase the images he had just admired in his unconsciousness that made him even more confused. 

And he felt stupid. Extremely stupid. 

Now that he saw them as they kissed, small pieces of a puzzle much larger than him were beginning to take 
shape... following a precise pattern that, once again, left him dumbfounded. 

He could finally understand why they spent so much time together. Sebastian almost lived at Axl's house, since 
he was always here when Duff wanted to visit his best friend. 

He tried too many times to infiltrate into GnR's tour bus. The roses, chocolates, the sleepless nights Axl spent 
trying to write love songs for "No One". 

Sure. 

That "No One" now had a name. 

The smile that increasingly faced on Axl's lips, obscuring the sadness that for too long had characterized him, 
now had a reason. 

He stood behind the doorstep for a few moments, and when the two lovers settled back on the couch, he 
came out. 


"The chicken flew away." Announced Duff, sadly, with his arms crossed to the chest. 


"And your hair, too." 

replied Sebastian, who had already imagined himself armed with scissors, a hysterical laugh worthy of a super 
villain that exploded from the bottom of his throat. 

"We could order a pizza" Axl suggested. He was the only person who proved to be really wise, in that 
ridiculous situation. 

"But | wanted the chicken! And he burned it!" 

Axl rolled his eyes and sighed, unconcerned. Being with Sebastian was equal to constantly look after 6'3 tall child. 
"| didn't! | mean, yes, | did, but.. we were drinking chocolate and talking about music! C'mon, man. I'll go to KFC. I'l 
be back as soon as possible with a bunch of fried, tasty chicken." 

Eating fried chicken in company on a cold December night? It seemed like a dream. 

Sebastian could still remember how long he had been waiting for such an occasion. Of course, eating together, 
during the tour, was happening all the time. 

But, aside from that, there were more drawbacks, and they had never spent a day being / really / with each 
other. Conscious. 

"Umh, | might say yes." He nodded, giving him a sideway look. 

"But you're getting it. I'm still offended, | loved that chicken so much." 

Duff raised his hands in surrender and, before leaving the house, glanced in the direction of the crackling 
fireplace. 

"Remember to add some firewood, please." 


"Yes, don't worry.” They said together, exploding in a laugh. 


They were alone again They had much more time to spend together; they didn't even know where the nearest 
KFC was situated. 

The flames were slowly burning the pieces of wood, irradiating the two lovers with a warmth that, for too 
long, they had sought elsewhere. In the arms of other people. 

"So, we're alone." 

"Wow, you are a genius." 

"And you're a bully!" Squealed Sebastian, giving him a pinch on the right arm. 

"Baz?" Axl's voice lost two octaves. Baritone, a Clint Eastwood-like way of talking. 

"Yeah, what's going on, Will?" 

It was strange to be called that way. Will. 

Sebastian had insisted so much about that. Nobody, in fact, was allowed to use his real name. They didn't even 
try. Only him, to stand apart from the others. 

To his eyes, in fact, he showed up as the wonderful, angelic creature he was. The stage animal called Axl Rose 
became an adorable kitten. The same kitten that was nestled against his chest, rubbing his cheek over it 
several times. 

"Nothing .. 'm so happy, you know?" 

Sebastian's hand slid down his shoulders, more jealous than ever. "I'm so happy too, honey.. | love you." 

It had been over a week since when, taking advantage of a small cut of loneliness, they managed to bare their 
feelings with such naturalness. Sebastian hugged him, as he wanted to give him a sort of consolation Was he 
trembling, his little boy? 

"Hey, what's up?" 

"Nothing, I'm just not used to.. l'm always afraid that someone will hear us. But.. | love you too, Sebastian" He 
raised his face and left a new kiss on his juicy lips, followed by a sigh. 

"Sooner or later we'll have to tell someone, at least Duff." 

"| don't think he's stupid. Surely he already knows it” 

Axl just shook his head and, after closing his eyes, slumped to the care of the beloved, dragged into a vortex 
of fatigue. 

The day spent by his side was memorable. Every drop of energy had been burnt. He needed to rest, and he 
wasn't even thinking about the dinner that Duff was going to take home. 


"Oh, what a sleepy angel we have right here.." murmured Sebastian, leaving him some kisses on the cheek and 
through his hair. 

Sebastian closed his eyes too, being overwhelmed by the heaviness of the eyelids which struggled to remain 
raised. 

Within ten minutes, Duff returned with a full bag of delicious fried chicken in his hands. 

The scene that stood before him shocked him, and the entire content of the bag almost fell on the floor. 
Axl's head was resting against Sebastian's chest, holding him in his arms as if he was a child. Their fingers 
were united in a firm grip, even though they were both heavily asleep. 

"Okay, then. I'm not really stupid, and | don't even have hallucinations." He thought, lifting his lips in a brief 
smile. 

Their relationship came to his eyes in all its clarity. 

They loved each other, and that was enough. They were two men, and there was nothing strange or negative 


with that. 


He left the chicken on the table. Immediately, the two lovers were covered with a green, Christmas-designed 
blanket. 
The happiness of his best friends was the best gift he could ever hope to receive. 


